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Flash Flood Warning
by Jenna Meadows
floating above the chaos, second-floor safety
Is it chaos or is the chaos in my soul
the serrated sound of the warnings remind me of home
my home is the sea, shmucks tell me it’s where I should go
maybe I’m the shmuck for not believing them, 
let ‘em search for the great white whale
I’ll stay on land and wait for him to come to me
soft steps down to the first floor, looking for something
anything to sate my salty soul
lights flicker off in the hallway as my feet slosh down
I can stand without fear of the water taking me away
Ahab’s hall, this hall, is the first to flood in a flash
It was inevitable, the sea could not be without its captain 
so instead of his search, the sea searched for him
breeeep, breeeep, breeep
The national weather service in New Orleans has issued a flood 
warning for this area
are we human or are we savages in a moment of crisis?
water brings out the true nature of every man, sailor
savor that the water came to us, bringing all its mysteries
up above, and cloudy-white, there’s a great white whale
From his blowhole he summons only the greatest of storms
are we human or are we savages in a moment of crisis
Water fills the streets, the entire Gulf of Mexico came to me
Crystal little drops of rainfall, the world becomes a watery white
I would get an umbrella, but the sky has me entranced, so 
beautiful
So white, so terrifying with the amount of power it holds
I hear a terrifying whale song, I forgot what the tornado sirens 
sound like
It brings me to my senses, and back inside I go
Floating above the chaos, second-floor safety
I open up my Norton’s copy of Moby Dick, that’s enough adventure 
for today
I Used to Call It Home 
by Annie Gremillion
 I grew up a child of the woods. I let the falling leaves raise 
me, the twisted brambles etch memories into my skinny legs as 
I wandered through the path and wove myself through the trees. 
This path I walked mindlessly, endlessly; the trail burned into the 
bottoms of my bare feet. A thick layer of pine straw poked uselessly 
at the soles, long toughened from years of claiming my territory. 
My mother always worried when I crossed the fence, warning 
me of snakes and West Nile Virus, but I feared nothing. After all, I 
emerged every time unscathed, albeit with some scrapes and a few 
mosquito bites. They were a comfort; every bump, every scratch 
proof that I had fought my way through the woods, day after day. 
And fight I did; the woods were my escape. I walked their long 
path, unveiling their mysteries.
 One warm summer morning my feet led me to a new 
place, and I discovered the creek that snaked through the flora 
and led to what seemed to be a tiny river. It was bigger and 
wider than the creek, full of sand and places to run and play, and 
I affectionately dubbed it “the lagoon.” It became my new hiding 
spot in the unpleasant game of hide-and-seek that would ensue 
from my parents’ oncoming divorce. The trees were a canopy for 
my thoughts as I whispered stories to myself, hands running across 
bark, feet steady on a path they knew better than any other. I often 
called it my second home, but when I was sitting on a throne of 
leaves, staring over a body of water that was so distinctly mine, I 
thought of it as my first.
 Until I had to leave it. My mom got remarried after 
the divorce, and I moved into a new house, with a new family, 
and a new life. I never stopped missing my creek, my lagoon; it 
appeared so often in my dreams, clear as day, just as I remembered 
it. I swore I would return, but I never thought I would have the 
opportunity to go back until a sudden visit changed my mind.
 It was last summer; I was grateful to have finished high 
school but not quite ready to start anew with college. I was 
spending my last hours of freedom doing what I do best, sitting  
on the floor and playing video games, until my mom called me 
from downstairs. 
 “Do you want to go to the old house?” she asked me as I 
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jumped off the last step, purse on her shoulder and all ready to go.
 I looked down; I was still in my pajamas. “Now?”
 “Yeah, I have to pick up some stuff from the attic.” My dad 
had been renting the house, and we still had storage in the attic. I 
had no reason to go until a realization dawned on me.
 “Can I go to the creek?” 
 “I guess,” she said, checking the time on her phone. “Just 
hurry up and get ready.”
 And hurry I did: I threw on some clothes and shoes that I 
wouldn’t mind getting muddy, and we were on our way.
 I was so excited to visit my old stomping grounds. I was 
walking the trail along the creek in my head the whole way there, 
thrilled that I still knew it by heart. I had seen it in my dreams. 
The very concept of it still being there, as I left it all those years 
ago, made my heart pound. I watched the familiar sights out the 
window as we approached the place I had spent one of the most 
formative periods of my life. And it was the perfect goodbye to my 
childhood, as I’d be starting college the next week.
 Pulling into our old driveway invoked the strangest sense 
of deja vu. It was like a much younger Annie possessed me as 
I hopped out of the front seat and ran onto the backyard deck, 
straight into a puddle of dread.
 The backyard was a mess.
 Our old swing set was still there, but barely. It was a  
husk of what it once was, the swings tangled and seats broken. 
There was garbage littered throughout the grass, which was 
hideously overgrown. 
 I swallowed.
 I hopped off the deck into the yard, growing more 
disturbed with each step: broken limbs, trash, what looked like a 
burn hole. Finally, I reached the edge of the woods, where I was 
further surprised by fallen trees and overgrown undergrowth. I 
had to remind myself that I shouldn’t be upset by this. It had been 
seven years. I couldn’t expect things to be the same, though I 
certainly wanted them to be. I pushed through the brush, making 
my way to the portal to my old world. I stared at that hole in the 
fence, anxiety gnawing at the pit of my gut. It was the same, but I 
knew once I was inside, things would be different. Something told 
me there was no going back, but still I stepped into the fence.
 It was like meeting with an old friend after years of not 
seeing them. There’s something familiar, they’re still them, but 
they’ve changed, they’ve grown up. That was how I felt walking 
through the ferns, remembering stories I made up, the years I 
spent here. It was overcast, and the trees made it only darker. My 
shoes crunched across a floor of long-dead leaves as I walked to 
the creek itself. Chills ran up my spine when I heard the familiar 
babble of water on stones, and I knelt down beside the source, 
taking a second to dip my fingers in the cold water.
 “Hey,” I whispered.
 I stood up, wiping my hand off on my shorts and 
continuing on my way.
 I stepped in the tiny patches of light cast through the 
trees until I came to a stop. The path I originally took was now 
blocked off by a tree that had fallen, scattering branches and 
leaves over the steps I knew to take. With a sigh, I started a new 
route. Unfortunately for me and my memory, most of the rest of 
my original trail was overgrown. I followed it to the side, spotting 
remnants of my childhood as I went. The tiny waterfall. The little 
group of rocks under it. The tree that used to provide a bridge had 
caved in, so I had to go around. As I was scavenging for a new 
path, I walked into something sticky.
 I gasped as I felt a spider web catch in my hair. I shook 
and patted all over, stopping in my tracks. And thank God I did, 
because when I looked up, not two feet in front of me, was the 
biggest spider I had ever seen.
 It was like a movie scene where the camera slowly focuses 
on the object of importance. I felt my blood run cold. It was the 
size of my hand, and a sickly yellowish-green. I took a step back, 
breathless, suddenly grateful I had walked into the first spider web. 
I shook as I made my way around its giant territory. There were 
never any giant spiders when I used to come here as a kid, and I 
would know—I’m deathly afraid of them. I shook my head to clear 
it. I was close to the lagoon anyway. I wouldn’t have to deal with 
seeing my home so ravaged for much longer. 
 My heart pounding with every step, I continued, now on 
edge, fearful of any other surprises that may come my way. In  
my mind, I was already jumping down into the lagoon—I could 
even hear the little crunch of sand as my shoes hit it—and I was 
crossing the tree bridge, but I stopped before I could even get to 
the real thing. 




 It joined two other snakes in a little pool of water below 
me, and even in my petrified state, I recognized them as water 
moccasins. I knew that the second I turned around, they were 
going to follow me out, bite me, squeeze me to death. I could have 
died here a long time ago. I’m going to die here now.
 So I took off running.
 My vision white with fear, I ran. Adrenaline drove me as 
my feet followed a path they once knew so well. The only words  
in my head were Mom can never know about this, Mom can  
never know about this. She was the one who always warned me 
about snakes. 
 As if on cue, I heard her call me from the house. Time 
changed as I stopped, and I was suddenly smaller, barefoot, a long 
trail of hair stuck to my neck with sweat. 
 And I’d never been so afraid. 
 When I yelled back to her that I was coming, my voice 
wasn’t mine. I remembered that I was no longer the kid who 
used to explore these woods, who used to own them. Who found 
her happy place in nothing but running water and the sound of 
her own voice. I’m eighteen years old, and things have changed. 
They’re not my woods anymore. I’ve grown, and so have they. 
 And I can never go back.
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